NOT        ACCORDING        TO        RULES

or so the silence in the cellar was broken by the buzz
of the service telephone. The operator picked up
the receiver, listened a moment, and said: " Line
O.K." It was the routine check-up, and the Major,
anxiously hoping every time for a message from
R.H.Q. announcing the arrival of the infantry, found
the continual disappointments making him bad-
tempered. The operator's monotonous : " Line O.K."
got on his nerves. There was so damn much about
that wasn't O.K.

" This touch-and-go business can be overdone," he
exclaimed impatiently to the Command Post Officer.
" If we don't get orders soon to pull-out, we're
finished. I've given up any hope of that bloody
infantry."

He mounted the stone steps from the cellar and
stood in the doorway, gazing into the darkness towards
the distant slope where the machine-gun officer was
installed. Suddenly a Very light went up in that
direction, followed by machine-gun fire that died
down in half a minute. The Major remained for a
while, wondering whether the outburst meant a fresh
feel forward by the enemy, and how near they were
now. Then he was called to the 'phone.

It was the Machine-Gun officer. " Any news, sir ? "
he asked hopefully.

" None."

" Oh! " The drop in his voice could not be mis-
taken.

" How are you getting on ? "

"Four men wounded. One gun has jammed. I
' can't get it going. Worst of all, ammunition 's
getting low."

" I'll see if I can get hold of any for you. Keep
in touch."

" I will."
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